went into the passage to wash. I think they were
ashamed of what they had done, for they whispered to
each other in a foreign language and avoided looking at
me. I only caught one phrase of English through the
open door: "I believe the bloody girl was a virgin."
They took me down the street to a glaring teashop,
where sleepy waitresses were still pulling down, last
night's piled chairs, and gave me a cup of bitter tea
and put me on a west-bound bus. To me they didn't
say a word except "Feeling better to-day, kid ?" and "So
long."
I can't understand even now how that night
happened. I coifldn't understand it then. It seemed
something that had occurred outside my life, in a world
that wasn't either real or dream. And so within a few
days it had faded out of my memory. All the mark
it had left on my mind was the sense that there was no
reason left why I should say no to Victor.
Within a few weeks he had seduced me, on another
horsehair sofa, in the sitting-room of his Highbury
lodgings. He shared them with a friend, who slept in
the bedroom next door, so we had to talk in whispers.
He was a clumsy, hurried lover, and he had to turn me
out half-way through the night. His landlady, who
admired him and treated him as a second son, got up at
five o'clock to start doing the house, and she must not
know that I had been there. But after that we began
to spend week-ends together. He usually drove me in
his car to a little inn in Hertfordshire, He was entirely
frank about his feelings to me. "I like you, Stelling,
I want you, you're very lovely/* he repeated, "but Ftn
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